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"' Patience ! why, 't is the soul of peace;
Of all the virtues, 'tis nearest kin to heaven; It makes men look like gods.    The best of men That e'er wore earth about Him was a sufferer, A soft, meek, patient, humble, tranquil spirit; The first true gentleman that ever breathed/ "
To Miss WRIGHT.
"Rome, Feb. 27. My life this winter has been one of constant watching and nursing; the Mother has been so very powerless and requires such constant care: but she is, oh! so sweet and patient always. You need not pity me for not going out; after the day's anxiety I find the luxury of the evening's rest so very great.
"My Friday lectures now take place regularly, and I hope they give pleasure, as they are certainly crowded. I am amused to see many ultra-Catholics come time after time, in spite of my Protestant anecdotes. How I wish the kind Aunt Sophy were here to share these excursions."
On the 12tli of March I spent a delightful afternoon with a young artist friend, Henry Florence, in the garden of SS. Giovanni e Paolo, drawing the gloriously rich vegetation and the old cypresses there. My Mother was tolerably well, and the air, the sunshine,, and the beauty around were unspeakably enchanting. " I never saw any one enjoy tilings as you do/' said Florence, and I spoke of my thankfulness for having the power of putting away anxieties when they were not pressing, and of making the utmost of any present enjoyment, even though it be to "borrow joy at usury of pain."1 "Perhaps it may be the last day," I said. It was. There is an old proverb which says, " The holidays of joy are the
1 Monckton Milnes.